THE PLUTUS, 550-565
pov.   Aye you ! who to good Thrasybulus forsooth
Dioiiysius the Tyrant compare ! a
But the life I allot to my people is not,
nor shall be, so full of distresses.
Tis a beggar alone who has nought of his own,
nor even an obol possesses.
My poor man, 'tis true, has to scrape and to screw
and his work he must never be slack in ;
There'll be no superfluity found in his cot;
but then there will nothing be lacking.
chr. Damater ! a life of the Blessed you give :
for ever to toil and to slave
At Poverty's call, and to leave after all
not even enough for a grave.
pov.   You are all for your jeers and your comedy-sneers,
and you can't be in earnest a minute,
Nor observe that alike in their bodily frame
and the spirit residing within it,
My people are better than Wealth's ; for by kirn,
men bloated and gross are presented.
Fat rogues with big bellies and dropsical legs,
whose toes by the gout are tormented ;
But mine are the lean and the wasplike and keen,
who strike at their foemen and sting them.
chr. Ah, yes ; to a wasplike condition, no doubt,
by the pinch of starvation you bring them*
pov.  I can show you besides that Decorum abides
with those whom I visit; that mine
Are the modest and orderly folk, and that Wealth's
are " with insolence flushed and wth wine."
ghr. 'Tis an orderly job, then, to thieve and to rob
and to break into houses by night/
0 Thetyrant, to the deliverer from tyrants*   Thrasybulus had
delivered Athens frorn the Thirty Tyrants, yet in his later years
he had been denounced by hireling orators; *E. 203.
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